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The  Golden-Rod 


QUINCY,  MASS.,  JANUARY,  1909 


The  prospects  for  basket  ball  and  base  ball 
teams  this  year  are  very  good.  Several  veterans 
are  out  for  basket  ball  and  a  fast  five  should 
represent  Quincy.  For  the  base  ball  nine  many 
of  the  old  players  will  be  out  for  their  places. 
With  these  men  and  the  new  ones  we  ought 
to  have  a  good  team.  W.  E.  B. 

Among  the  athletes  this  year  a  cross-country 
running  team  was  formed.  The  short  time  for 
training  and  the  lack  of  fellows  for  the  team 
prevented  great  success  in  this  venture.  Next 
year,  fellows,  take  interest  and  get  up  a  strong 
team.  Your  physical  training  will  help  fit  you 
for  the  grind.  W.  E.  B. 

This  year  there  will  be  published  by  the  class 
of  1909  three  issues  of  the  Golden  Rod.  This 
will  be  something  new,  for  it  is  quite  a  while 
since  more  than  one  Golden  Rod  has  been  issued 
in  a  year.  About  twenty  years  ago,  more  or 
less,  the  school  paper  was  printed  every  month, 
but  the  copies  were  much  smaller  than  those 
issued  now.  We  hope  that  in  a  short  time,  per- 
haps next  year,  the  Golden  Rod  will  again  ap- 
pear every  month.  W.  E.  B. 


The  seven  period  day  is  liked  and  disliked  by 
almost  every  pupil.  Some  get  tired  walking  to 
and  from  recitations  and  are  late.  Others  like 
this  short  intermission,  and  have  a  nice  con- 
versation with  a  classmate  on  the  way.  Out- 
side of  school  some  have  to  study  so  hard  that 
one  strap  will  just  go  round  the  pile  of  books 
carried  home,  while  others  carry  one  book  in 
a  small  pocket.  As  a  whole,  however,  the  pres- 
ent system  is  better  than  the  one  in  use  a  year 
ago.  Not  only  does  the  time  seem  to  pass  more 
quickly,  but  more  ground  is  covered  than  be- 
fore. W.  E.  B. 

The  class  of  1909,  after  three  years  of  trials 
and  tribulations,  is  now  passing  along  a  smooth 
course  toward  the  completion  of  its  last  year 
in  the  Q.  H.  S.  Our  course  has  been  varied, 
for  we  have  had  both  troubles  and  pleasures. 

During  our  first  year,  owing  to  lack  of  room, 
the  class  was  divided,  and  part  of  the  class 
attended  the  morning  session,  and  part,  the  af- 
ternoon session.  At  the  beginning  of  our  second 
year,  the  new  building  was  not  completed ; 
therefore  all  went  to  the  Woodward  for  after- 
noon sessions.     A  little  confusion  was  felt  our 
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third  year,  on  account  of  the  changing  of  mas- 
ters. Even  in  our  fourth  year,  we  were  slightly 
disturbed  by  the  shifting  of  systems.  But  our 
troubles  are  more  than  offset  by  the  good  times 
we  have  enjoyed  during  our  stay  in  high  school, 
and  now.  we  look  forward  to  a  bright  future, 
Avhile  the  present  is  filled  with  dreams  of  col- 
lege, business,  and  life's  occupation,  whatever 
it  may  be. — these  dreams  to  be  realized  some- 
time, not  so  very  far  away,  after  our  gradua- 
tion from  the  Quincy  High  School.  H.  H.  P. 

Locals 

In  recitations  a  short  while  ago.  the  members 
of  English  IV  had  a  chance  to  demonstrate 
their  oratorical  powers.  Various  subjects  con- 
cerning Samuel  Johnson  were  expounded  by 
the  students  with  some  degree  of  skill.  Were 
others  so  shy  that  they  refused  to  rise  before 
their  classmates  and  make  a  speech? 

We  hear  that  the  members  of  English  II. 
have  turned  artists.  We  wonder  if  their  ef- 
forts were  crowned  with  such  great  success  as 
the  oratorical  efforts  of  English  IV. 

At  the  Sophomore  class  meeting,  held  in  the 
Assembly  Hall,  after  school,  Monday.  Decem- 
ber 21,  the  following  class  officers  were  elected: 

President,   Paul  Blackmur. 

Vice  President,  Doris  Straw. 

Secretary,  Herbert  Sutermeister. 

Treasurer,  Sidney  Crane. 


This  year,  the  school  received  the  donation 
of  the  class  of  1905.  This  gift  consists  of     the 
following  list  of  pictures,  which   adorn  Boom 
24. 

Ann  Hathaway 's  Cottage. 
Shakespeare's   House. 
Choosing  the  Caskets. 
Portrait  of  Shakespeare. 

The  class  of  1906  presented  the  school  with 
the  picture.  "The  Canterbury  Pilgrims,"  now 
hanging  in  Boom  23. 

Junior  Class  Officers 

President, — Theodore   Corey. 
Vice-President, — Forrest  B.  Boyal. 
Secretary, — Bertha  Given, 
Treasurer , — Leon  Brown. 


Leaders  of  the  Teams  for  1909 

Basket  ball,— H.  Marsh,    '09. 
Baseball— W.  Galvin,  '09. 
Football— B,  Bates,  '10. 

No  doubt  all  of  you  have  seen  the  new  pictures 
which  decorate  the  walls  of  Boom  29.  These 
pictures,  which  are  representations  of  Boman 
and  Greek  mythological  characters  and  events^ 
were  given  by  the  class  of  1908. 
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A  Heroine  of  Cape  Cod 


Prize  Story 

Craggy  Point  Lighthouse  was  a  very  pretty 
sight  that  morning  in  the  middle  of  December. 
So  thought  Edith  Sloan,  as  the  steam  launch 
belonging  to  the  government  swiftly  plowed  the 
waves  toward  the  cliffs  whereon  stood  the  tower 
which  gave  safety  and  guidance  to  the  many 
vessels  beating  past  the  great  high  cliffs  and 
cruel  low  lying  rocks. 

Two  days  previous,  in  response  to  an  urgent 
message  from  her  father,  the  keeper  of  this  im- 
portant landmark,  Edith  had  left  her  handsome 
surroundings  at  a  girls'  boarding  school  to 
spend  the  Christmas  holidays  with  him.  Now, 
within  sight  of  her  destination,  she  breathed  a 
relieved  sigh,  and  drew  in  with  deep  breaths 
the  cold  salt  air  which  came  frolicking  over  the 
choppy  waves.  "Oh!  "  she  exclaimed,  taking 
in  the  great  expanse  of  land  and  water  in  a  sin- 
gle glance.  "This  is  life!  This  is  living,  not 
existing!" 

But  while  the  boat  had  been  steadily  advan- 
cing, there  stood  on  the  cliffs  near  the  light  house 
an  old  man.  He  had  in  his  hand  a  marine  glass 
which  he  kept  levelling  on  the  little  speck  far 
out  on  the  waves,  for  that  little  speck  was  the 
boat  bringing  home  his  daughter  to  make  his 
poor  old  heart  happy  on  Christmas. 

It  was  three  years  now  since  he  had  kissed  her 
good  bye  at  the  little  landing  far  below  him  on 
the  rocks.  Would  she  be  glad  to  see  him,  his  lit- 
tle Edith,  or  would  she  be  a  woman  grown, 
haughty  and  unsatisfied  with  the  lowly  roof 
which  he  offered?  But  as  this  thought  crossed 
his  mind,  so  it  went  like  a  fleeting  shadow.  He 
knew  that  she  would  never  have  left  her  many 
friends  and  luxurious  surroundings  had  she  out- 
grown her  love  for  him.  Suddenly  a  happy 
smile  brightened  up  his  countenance,  for  now 
she  was  waving  to  him  and,  as  in  the  old  days, 
stood  ready  to  make  the  leap  for  the  rickety 
steps  of  the  old  landing  as  the  boat  slowly  drew 
alongside. 

I  have  said  it  was  a  beautiful  morning  and  so 
it  was.    The  December  sun  shone  brightly  down 
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upon  the  snow  covered  cliffs  and  sent  the  sun- 
beams dancing  from  wave  to  wave  of  the  great 
expanse  of  ocean.  Craggy  Point  Lighthouse  in 
its  own  pure  whiteness  and  its  surroundings  of 
snow  stood  out  prominently  against  the  great 
black  cliffs.  As  the  waves  broke  over  the  jagged 
rocks,  the  spray  but  lent  an  additional  color  to 
the  scene. 

The  Lighthouse  was  many  miles  from  any 
habitation  the  only  means  of  communication  be- 
ing by  methods  of  signals  with  the  shore,  six 
miles  to  t  he  leeward,  or  by  boats.  Chapaquoit 
Bay  was  the  name  of  this  shore,  and  the  little 
fishing  hamlet  boasted  about  two  hundred  inhab- 
itants and  a  life  saving  station. 

Edith  Sloan  had  arrived  the  Saturday  before 
Christmas  and  for  a  week  in  which  the  fine 
weather  continued,  she  had,  as  she  told  her 
father,  a  simply  glorious  time.  In  the  early 
morning  she  would  put  the  three  little  rooms  of 
the  lighthouse  in  perfect  order  and  donning  her 
broad  sou'wester  and  oil  skins  she  \-,ould  take 
a  dash  across  the  bay  in  the  little  launch,  to  get 
the  mail  and  make  a  few  purchases.  Eleven 
o'clock  would  find  her  crossing  the  bay  again, 
to  what  she  laughingly  claimed  to  be  her  castle. 

The  day  before  Christmas  had  broken  clear 
and  pleasant,  and,  after  finishing  what  she  was 
pleased  to  term  her  household  labors,  she  was 
soon  speeding  on  her  way  to  the  village.  She 
made  her  purchases,  including  a  fine  large  tur- 
key and  all  the  Christmas  fixings  and  also  a 
present  for  her  father.  On  the  way  to  the  land- 
ing she  stopped  at  the  postoffice  to  get  the  mail. 
Thrusting  the  several  letters  and  packages  into 
her  pocket,  she  made  her  way  back  to  the  boat, 
find  was  soon  speeding  over  the  waves.  As  the 
boat  moved  along  guided  by  her  practiced  hand, 
she  fell  to  dreaming. 

It  seemed  a  long  way  off.  this  school  of  hers, 
the  luxurious  rooms,  the  beautiful  furniture. 
the  happy,  laughing  girls.  Something  new 
flowed  in  her  blood.  She  detested  it  now:  yes, 
even  hated  it.     She  would  never  go  back.     She 
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did  not  understand  it.  but  the  generations  of 
sea-farers,  her  own  ancestors,  were  claiming  her, 
and  in  accordance  with  their  desires  she  was 
turning  to  their  pleasures.  She  did  not  belong 
among  the  pampered  children  of  luxury,  but 
among  the  plain  and  homely  fisher  folk,  eating 
their  bread  and  fighting  their  battles.  It  was 
life.     Now  she  was  living. 

But  a  frown  gathered,  and  her  pretty  face,  a 
moment  before  so  beautiful  in  its  peaceful 
dreaminess,  was  transformed,  and  a  very  per- 
plexed expression  spread  over  her  features. 
What  had  caused  this  change?  It  was  only,  and 
she  tried  to  think  of  it  as  only,  that  into  her 
thoughts  a  picture  sprang,  a  picture  from  the 
past,  the  past  which  a  moment  before  she  had 
so  easily  cast  aside. 

In  this  picture  she  was  seated  by  the  slowly 
dying  embers  of  a  camp  fire.  The  pine  woods 
in  their  awful  majesty  guarded  her,  as  it  were, 
from  any  harm,  and  jealous  of  their  charge  were 
moaning  and  shaking  their  branches  in  a 
threatening  manner  as  if  to  warn  all  intruders 
from  the  side  of  her  whom  they  guarded.  By 
her  side,  however,  defying  the  forest  guards 
there  knelt  a  boy.  That  he  was  big  and  strong 
could  be  seen  even  as  he  knelt.  He  might  have 
been  called  lantern  jawed,  but  that  would  give 
the  idea  of  homeliness,  and  homeliness  was  for- 
eign to  his  kindly,  blue  eyes,  firm  mouth,  and 
shock  of  hair.  He  had  told  her  that  he  loved 
her  and  had  offered  all  he  had.  Having  accept- 
ed his  love  as  a  fair  exchange  for  her  own,  given 
in  answer  to  his  words,  she  was  nestling  close  to 
him  in  that  great  solemn  castle  of  nature. 

But  this  had  been  a  long  dream,  and  she  was 
startled  by  hearing  a  laughing  voice  call  from 
the  air,  "A  penny  for  your  thoughts."  It  was 
her  father  and  she  shut  off  the  power  just  in 
time  to  escape  breaking  her  frail  craft  and  de- 
molishing the  already  aged  and  rotten  landing. 

After  all  her  tasks  were  done,  she  once  again 
tied  her  old  sou'wester  in  place  and  started  over 
to  the  cliffs  where  in  the  sunshine  and  crisp  salty 
air  she  could  read  a  letter  which  she  had  found 
among  her  father's  mail,  addressed  to  herself. 

At  last  alone,  she  tore  the  seal  from  the  letter 
and  in  an  instant  was  eagerly     devouring     the 


contents.  Yes,  it  was  from  him !  And  how  near  he 
was!  Only  in  Boston  and  not  a  very  long  way 
from  the  village  of  Chapaquoit  Bay.  Shortly 
after,  she  burst  into  the  presence  of  her  father 
in  the  little  sitting  room  of  the  lighthouse,  wav- 
ing aloft  a  letter  and  crying  in  a  happy  tone, 
"He's  coming,  dad,  he's  coming."  Yes,  he  was. 
going  to  start  on  the  four  o'clock  express  from 
Boston.  Would  she  meet  him  at  seven-thirty  at 
the  station  in  the  village? 

But  the  week  of  sunshine  was  fast  coming  to 
an  end.  At  four  o'clock  that  Friday  afternoon 
a  thick  fog  bank  rolled  from  the  great  outside 
deep  and  enveloped  in  its  wet,  clinging  fold 
everything  on  land  and  sea.  It  grew  strangely 
calm  and  still,  and  there  was  no  sign  of  life  ex- 
cept the  great  bright  eye  of  the  lighthouse 
gleaming  out  into  the  fog  and  warning  away 
the  poor  little  fishing  schooners,  feeling  their 
way  home  through  the  dense  curtain  which  held 
for  them  so  many  uncertainties  and  terrors. 

At  seven  o  'clock,  however,  the  mist  had  cleared 
but  great  cloud  banks  boded  ill  to  all  vessels 
which  did  not  soon  make  haven.  A  half  hour 
before,  Edith's  father,  moved  by  her  tearful 
eyes,  which  she  tried  in  vain  to  hide  beneath  a 
bright  exterior,  had  kissed  her,  climbed  down 
the  ladder,  and  as  a  wave,  larger  than  its  fel- 
lows, poured  in  and  around  the  landing,  he 
jumped  for  the  boat  and  she  soon  after  heard 
the  chug,  chug,  chug  of  the  motor  as  it  would 
break  clear  of  a  wave  and  churn  the  air  for  a 
moment. 

It  grew  darker  and  darker.  The  wind  rose 
higher  while  within  the  fortress,  now  seemingly 
insignificant  against  the  wind  and  sea,  a  girl 
paced  to  and  fro.  She  waited,  and  the  pounding 
of  the  waves  grew  louder  on  her  ears.  She  wait- 
ed, the  crash  upon  crash  became  music  to  her;; 
her  lids  drooped.  A  heavier  crash  than  usual 
formed  for  a  moment  a  discord  and  then  slowly, 
unwillingly,  she  slept,  as  the  great  bell  rang  out 
across  the  wildly  tossing  waters. 

At  last  she  awoke  with  a  start.  A  noise  which 
filled  her  ears,  for  a  moment  bewildered  her. 
Then  it  defined  itself  into  the  hoarse  bellow  of 
the  fog  horn.  She  opened  the  door  and  the 
force  of  the  whirlwind  which  rushed  in,  over- 
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powered  her  for  a  moment,  but  forcing  herself 
out  into  the  darkness  she  ran  toward  the  land- 
ing. As  she  reached  it,  she  saw  looming  up  off 
to  the  left,  she  knew  not  how  far  away,  a  huge 
bulk  which  was  discernible  only  by  its  lights  at 
various  points.  As  she  stood  there  watching 
the  great  monster  fighting  its  way  onward 
through  the  storm,  she  heard  in  a  lull  of  the  wind 
a  familiar  sound.  It  was  a  faint  "toot  toot"  far 
out  on  the  waves,  faint  but  still  familiar.  It 
was  the  little  launch  and  she  well  knew  the  sig- 
nal. 

Thoughts  ran  rapidly  through  her  mind  as 
she  ran  inside,  and  throwing  on  oilskins,  which 
were  useless  as  she  was  wet  through,  she 
snatched  some  rockets  from  the  case  on  the  wall. 
Once  outside  again,  she  set  about  letting  her 
father  and  lover  know  that  she  had  heard  their 
signal.  A  rocket  flared,  and  another,  and  anoth- 
er. Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  launch.  But  the 
waves  rolled  higher,  the  rain  changed  to  sleet  and 
snow.  Fiercely  the  wind  howled  and  seemed  to 
clutch  the  slight  girl  so  silent  and  rigid,  as 
though  it  would  tear  her  from  her  place  of  safety 
and  hurl  her  upon  the  cruel  rocks,  made  evident 
only  by  the  froth  which  gathered,  as  the  tons 
of  water  poured  over  their  jagged  edges.  The 
last  rocket  was  gone,  and  she  dared  not  go  back 
for  more,  as  the  little  boat  with  its  load  so  dear 
to  her,  was  fighting  for  the  landing  within  her 
very  sight. 

But  what  made  her  tremble?  There  was  only 
one  form  in  that  frail  craft.  There,  standing 
in  the  stern  and  guiding  it,  like  the  captain 
lashed  to  his  wheel,  was  her  lover.  But  her 
father,  where  was  he?  Then  slowly  she  made 
out  a  form  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat,  but  motion- 
less and  still,  except  when  the  rocking  of  the 
boat  rolled  it  from  side  to  side. 

That  her  lover  could  not  make  the  landing 
amid  that  swirling  rush  of  water  she  well  knew, 
and  grasping  the  rope  in  her  hand  she  quickly 
descended  the  ladder,  and  in  another  moment 
stood  nearly  smothered  on  the  landing  below. 


Xow  she  could  not  see  the  boat  except  when  an 
especially  high  wave  would  lift  it  clear  of  the 
water  and  then  toss  it  back  into  the  depths  of  a 
seething,  swirling  caldron. 

Now  the  launch  was  within  a  few  yards  and 
she  saw  his  face  clearly.  Would  he  see  her? 
Yes,  he  had.  as  a  glad  cry  proved.  Another 
minute  and  a  rope  propelled  by  her  slender 
strength  shot  over  the  waves  and  was  grasped 
by  the  man  at  the  helm.  She  saw  him  as  he 
tied  the  rope  around  the  form  in  the  bottom  of 
the  boat,  and  then  grasping  it  in  his  arms  he 
beaded  the  boat  directly  for  the  girl.  who.  hav- 
ing braced  herself,  was  rapidly  pulling  in  the 
slack.  The  boat  slid  swiftly  into  the  slough  of 
the  rocks  and  with  no  more  resistance  than  an 
egg  shell,  went  to  pieces  against  the  hidden 
points  of  the  rocks. 

Now  he  was  in  the  whirling  eddies,  first  up. 
then  down.  The  wave  choked  and  blinded  him, 
pounded  and  beat  him  against  the  rocks,  threw 
him  upon  the  bare  ledges  only  the  next  moment 
to  draw  him  back  again.  But  all  the  time  the 
fair,  slim  girl  on  the  landing,  with  ill  the  in- 
domitable spirit  of  three  generations  of  sea-far- 
ing folk  in  her  blood,  herself  almost  smothered 
and  beaten,  gradually  hauled  and  pulled  at  the 
wet  rope  with  those  soft  and  pretty  hands  that 
were  so  unused  to  work.  But  she  pulled  and 
tugged,  till  finally  a  great  wave,  with  a  roar  as 
though  of  rage,  yielded  up  to  the  brave  girl  her 
father  and  lover. 

The  next  morning  broke  with  a  dreary  sky. 
but  the  wind  had  gone  down  and  the  waves  were 
in  a  less  boisterous  mood  than  twelve  hours  be- 
fore. Soon  the  sun  came  breaking  through  the 
clouds,  and  a  merry  voice,  which  if  weak,  was 
full  of  love,  called  out  to  big  Bob  Singleton,  who 
was  happy  in  his  love  that  Christmas  morn,  "A 
Merry  Christmas.''  and  her  old  father,  bearing 
the  mark  of  many  battles  with  the  sea.  added 
his  blessing  over  his  mug  of  grog  in  a  "God 
bless  you.  my  children,  and  many  a  happy  New 
Year." 
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The  Secret  of  the  Fireplace 

Suggested  by   "The  House  of  the  Thousand  Candles." 
L.  E.  COOflBS,     10 


"Yes,  Larry,  you  are  right.  My  uncle  Mas  a 
queer  man.  I  have  often  wondered,  myself,  how 
he  could  stay  out  here  at  this  God-forsaken 
place,  when  he  could  well  afford  to  live  in  town 
with  the  rest  of  us.  But!  poor  uncle  Ephraim 
was  a  man  of  will,  and  nothing  would  make  him 
leave  this  house.  And.  now  that  the  old  soul  has 
gone,  it  seems  best  to  let  him  remain,  unques- 
tioned, in  his  grave." 

"Sure.  Frankie.  I  understand  yer  feelin's  on 
the  matther.  You  want  his  misdeeds  to  be 
buried  with  his  body.  And  I'm  with  ye  on  that, 
begorra  if  I  ain't.  It's  many  the  time  I've  re- 
marked ter  me  mither.  thet  yer  uncle  knew  his 
business  better 'n  I  did.  But  I  wouldn't  refrain 
from  askin'  yer  'bout  the  will.  Frankie.  me  boy." 
and  Larry's  glance  was  full  of  questioning  as  he 
caught  Frank 's  eye. 

Larry  Donovan  was  a  good  natured  Irish  lad. 
who  was  very  fond  of  his  friend.  Frank  Curtis. 
And  in  his  way,  Frank  was  equally  fond  of  his 
jolly  companion.  They  were  two.  well-built, 
young  fellows,  just  emerging  into  manhood. 
Usually.  Frank  was  very  light  hearted,  but  the 
seriousness  of  the  occasion  had  quenched  his 
good  spirits  and  he  felt  impatient  and  disagreea- 
ble. 

"Oh  certainly.  I  dare  say  you  would  like  to 
hear  the  whole  family  history,  if  I  felt  disposed 
to  give  it  to  you.  But  I  will  tell  you  that  the 
old  man  left  me  this  place,  if  I  would  stay  here 
a  year.  and.  knowing  how  lonesome  it  would  be 
alone,  I  sent  for  you." 

The  suddenly  he  forgot  to  be  cross,  in  remem- 
bering that  his  friend  was  there  at  his  invitation. 
"Oh.  say.  Larry,  you're  a  jewel.  I  ought  to  be 
ashamed  to  use  you  so.  when  I  can  never 
thank  you  enough  for  coming."  and  he  grasped 
Larry's  hand  heartily. 

"Thet's  all  right.  Frankie.  me  boy!  It's  lit- 
tle enough  I  can  do  for  ye.  and  so  when  I  got 
your  letter,  and  knew  that  you  wanted  me.  I 
packed  me  duds  and  came  on  the  next  train.    Bv 


the  saints!  I  don't  blame  ye  for  wantin'  com- 
pany in  this  lonely  house."  and  glancing  about 
the  room,  Larry  shivered  in  spite  of  himself. 

And  truly,  if  all  the  rooms  compared  with  this 
one.  the  house  was  surely  dreary.  The  room  was 
to  say  the  least,  barren  and  uncomfortable.  A 
small  kerosene  lamp  on  the  table  only  served  to 
make  the  place  more  dismal.  Shadows  of  noth- 
ingness lurked  in  the  corners,  and  the  flickering 
light  which  the  fire-place  reflected  upon  the  wall. 
made  these  shadows  move  like  ghosts,  or  demons, 
in  a  ghastly  procession. 

The  fire-place,  itself,  was  the  only  redeeming 
feature  of  the  room.  It  was  a  well  built  affair  of 
brick,  and  was  ornamented  with  stained  crockery 
tiles.  But  that  which  attracted  the  eye  first,  was 
three  iron  faces,  which  grinned  maliciously  out 
upon  the  observer.  From  the  nostril  of  each 
hung  suspended  a  small  metal  ring.  A  close  ob- 
server might  have  noticed  that  the  ring  in  the 
center  was  a  little  larger  than  the  rest,  in  fact, 
quite  large  enough  to  slip  one's  fingers  through. 

' '  This  room  always  reminds  me  of  some  ghost 
stories  I  have  heard,"  exclaimed  Frank  at 
length.  "I  have  often  heard  people  talk  of  the 
different  spooks  that  have  been  seen  around  the 
house.  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  we  had  a  fairly  ex- 
citing time  of  it  while  we  stay  here." 

"Sure,  if  we  ever  see  a  ghost,  we'll  see  it  here. 

This  is  an  old  house  and  a  great  many  things 

have  happened  here  that  we  know  nothing  about. 

B  gorra.  I  don't  like  the  looks  of  the  place,  but 

I'm  going  to  stick  it  out  with  ye.  all  the  same." 
****** 

Calm  night  was  over  all.  The  moon  shed  sil- 
very rays  over  the  marshland.  It's  beams  crept 
into  the  room  where  Larry  and  Frank  lay  sleep- 
ing. In  there  the  silence  was  broken  by  Larry's 
stentorian  snoring  and  Frank's  rather  low  ac- 
companiment. The  fire  had  gone  out  and  the 
room  was  becoming  damp  and  uncomfortable. 

Suddenly  the  stillness  was  broken  by  a  faint, 
indistinct  rumbling.    It  seemed  to  proceed  from 
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the  wall  in  back  of  the  fireplace.  Louder  and 
louder  it  grew  until  finally  Larry  started  out  of 
bed  with  a  snort  of  defiance. 

He  stood  there  listening  to  the  mysterious  com- 
motion, until  he  finally  became  exasperated. 
' '  Frankie,  wake  up !  Get  up !  Burglars !  Fire ! 
Help  !  Get  up  there  !  Will  ye  get  up  ?"  and  he 
gave  Frank  a  vigorous  kick  which  brought  that 
sleepy  head  quickly  out  of  his  dreams. 

"What  in  time  do  you  want?"  roared  Frank. 

"Listen,  and  you'll  soon  find  out  what  I 
want." 

But  they  listened  in  vain,  for  the  strange  dis- 
turbance had  ceased  as  suddenly  as  it  had  be- 
gun. Frank's  patience  was  exhausted  and  he 
could  not  control  it  any  longer. 

"A  swell  time  of  night,  this  is.  to  be  waking 
me  up  with  one  of  your  dreams.  For  heaven's 
sake,  get  into  bed  and  give  it  a  cut." 

"In  faith's  name  I  wasn't  dreaming!  I'd 
be  willing  to  swear  that  there  is  something  in 
that  fireplace,"  and  Larry's  face  gave  proof  of 
his  fear. 

' '  Oh  well !  you  were  warned  tonight  that  the 
place  was  spooky  and  you  seemed  to  anticipate 
an  encounter  with  a  ghost.  Now  that  you  have 
got  your  wish,  be  satisfied.  Jupiter!  this  room 
is  cold.  How  did  we  ever  happen  to  leave  the 
window  open  on  a  night  like  this  ?  " 

He  jumped  out  of  bed  to  close  the  window 
which  was  half  way  open,  letting  in  the 
damp,  marshy  air.  He  paused  a  moment,  look- 
ing out  upon  the  beauties  of  the  night. 

' '  Say,  did  you  ever  see  such  a  glorious  night  ? 
The  moon  is  so  bright  that  it  seems  almost  as 
light  as    day.     Why  you  can   see  way    down  to 

Dave , "  but  with    a  gasp,  as  if  in    fear, 

Frank  leaned  farther  out  of  the  window. 

As  he  had  been  talking  to  Larry,  his  gaze  natu- 
rally enough,  had  gradually  become  centered 
upon  a  shadow  thrown  by  a  projection  in  the 
house.  Suddenly  he  became  aware  of  an  un- 
known presence,  which,  though  he  could  not  see 
it,  he  felt  was  lurking  in  the  shadow  that  he  had 
been  watching.  With  a  start,  his  eyes  became 
concentrated  upon  a  something  which  gradually 
assumed  a  more  definite  form,  and  he  could  bare- 
ly discern  the  outline  of  a  crouching  figure. 


"Larry.'*  he  hoarsely  whispered.  "Come  here! 
Hush!  Not  ;i  word!  Look. — can  you  sec  any- 
thing there?" 

Larry,  shivering  with  apprehension,  looked  to 
where  Frank  was  pointing,  and  then  suddenly 
clutching  his  friend's  arm,  peered  out  into  the 
darkness  as  though  hypnotized. 

Out  there  in  the  protecting  corner  of  the 
house  there  was  something.  Something,  which, 
whether  man  or  beast,  gave  no  sign  of  being  dis- 
covered. Something  that  leered  out  into  the 
bright  night  as  though  it  were  fearful  of  the 
radiance,  about  it.  Something  that  pawed  and 
sniffed  the  ground,  as  a  dog  would  in  search  of 
its  master.  Great,  yellow,  angry  eyes  shone  out 
from  a  face  which  was  more  ferocious  than 
Frank  or  Larry  could  imagine.  The  ears  were 
pointed  and  hairy  and  the  skin  was  matted  with 
coarse,  stubbly  hair.  To  the  affrighted  eyes  of 
the  two  boys  it  resembled  some  dreadful,  legend- 
ary creature,  that  reeked  death  and  destruction. 

They  waited,  unable  to  move  for  the  fear  that 
had  stricken  them.  They  were  absolutely  cowed. 
Larry  especially,  who  seemed  ready  to  collapse 
at  any  moment.  Suddenly  a  low  moan  came 
came  from  the  haunted  corner,  and  Larry 
dropped  to  his  knees  in  despair. 

"Oh,  Frankie.  it's  the  devil  himself,  and  we're 
sure  done  for  this  time,  but  I  ain't  ready  to  die 
yet,"  and  poor  Larry  grovelled  upon  the  floor 
awaiting  his  fate. 

At  the  sound  of  the  voices,  the  thing  started 
with  a  deep  growl,  toward  the  open  window. 
Frank  spied  him,  slinking  stealthily  along,  and 
he  realized  that  a  crisis  was  at  hand.  But  sud- 
denly the  figure  stopped,  and  seemed  crouching 
in  preparation  for  a  final  leap  toward  Frank. 

A  great  form  darkened  the  window,  the  glass 
was  shattered,  and  Prank  was  thrown  to  the 
floor  with  the  weight  of  a  huge  hairy  hulk.  His 
hands  gripped  the  '•feature's  throat,  but  his 
strength,  weakened  with  fear,  was  fast  depart- 
ing. With  a  terrible  shriek  of  fright,  he  lapsed 
into  unconsciousness. 

Suddenly  a  dreadful  crash  rent  the  air.  It 
seemed  as  if  the  whole  room  was  caving  in. 
Larry,  starting  up  in  dread,  saw  a  small,  dark 
figure  suddenly  emerge   from  the  shadows  and 
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flit  across  the  room.  Quick  as  lightning  it  darted 
upon  the  huge,  antagonistic  beast,  which  was 
playing  with  Frank,  as  a  cat  would  with  a 
mouse.  It  stooped  down  to  the  beast  and  seemed 
to  whisper  in  its  great,  hairy  ear. 

Straightway,  the  creature  started  up  and 
rubbed  against  the  mysterious  newcomer  affec- 
tionately. Together  they  crossed  the  room  and 
darted  into  the  fireplace,  which  to  Larry's  as- 
tounded senses,  seemed  immediately  to  swal- 
low them  up. 

Frank,  regaining  his  self-control,  awoke  to 
the  fact  that  Larry  had  evidently  become  crazed 
with  grief.  He  was  poking  around  the  room, 
peering  into  corners  and  pulling  at  lockers,  in 
a  frantic  search  for  the  great  mystery.  No  signs 
of  the  awful  creature  which  had  attacked  him, 
were  to  be  seen.  Where  could  he  have  gone  to? 
Surely  his  escape  was  providential,  at  least  it 
seemed  so  to  him. 

But  to  Larry,  it  was  plainly  due  to  some  other 
mysterious  and  wonderful  coincidence  associated 
with  this  old  house,  which,  it  seemed  to  him,  was 
surely  haunted.  Grasping  Frank  by  the  arm, 
he  led  him  to  the  fireplace.  ' '  Frankie,  they  went 
in  there !  What  do  you  think  of  that  ?  Into  the 
fireplace!" 

In  response  to  Frank's  excited  questions  Larry 
soon  related  the  whole,  wonderful  story.  To 
his  surprise,  Frank  did  not  became  wildly  ex- 
cited at  his  vivid  portrayal. 

"This  is  all  old  news  to  me.  Larry,  my  boy. 
For  the  past  two  nights  before  you  came,  there 
has  been  something  wrong  about  the  place,  and 
therefore  I  was  doubly  thankful  when  you  ar- 
rived. But  now,  when  you  have  not  only  heard 
but  seen  these  things.  I  am  not  going  to  rest 
until  I  find  out  where  the  trouble  lies."  so  saying 
Frank  started  for  the  fireplace. 

He  looked  it  over  thoughtfully  for  a  while. 
The  faces  stared  him  in  the  eye  and  seemed  to 
mock  him.  Luckily  this  served  to  attract  his 
attention  to  them.  Suddenly  a  bright  idea  came 
to  him.  The  rings  hanging  from  the  nose  of  each 
face !  What  were  they  for  ?  Surely  they  would 
solve  the  problem  for  him. 

"I've  got  it  now,  Larry,  old  boy!  You  grab 
the  ring  on  that  side  and  I'll  hang  on  to  this. 


and  then  pull.  Pull  for  all  you're  worth!" 

No  sooner  said  than  done!  But  their  efforts 
Mere  unsuccessful.  Exert  themselves  as  they 
might,  the  old  fireplace  refused  to  yield  its  se- 
cret. 

Suddenly.  Larry  noticed  the  larger  ring  in 
the  center,  and  at  the  same  time  Frank  remem- 
bered that  he  had  forgotten  that  one  in  his  ex- 
citement. Simultaneously,  they  grasped  the 
iron  circle. 

With  one  great  tug,  the  fireplace  sank  into  the 
floor  with  a  dreadful  crash,  disclosing  to  their 
excited  eyes  a  small  door. 

"(Jet  an  ax.  Larry!  Quick!  Ah!  there  we 
are,"  and  Frank  seized  the  large  ax  which  Larry 
had  brought  him. 

As  each  blow  resounded  upon  the  night  air. 
an  answering  growl  could  be  heard  from  the 
mysterious  chamber.  Louder  and  louder  they 
grew  until  finally  the  room  was  filled  with  the 
thunderous  roarings  of  the  unknown  enemy. 

"But  this  is  sport,"  declared  Larry,  who  in 
his  excitement  was  forgetting  to  be  frightened. 
All  at  once,  the  door  gave  away  to  the  besiegers, 
and  with  their  revolvers  drawn,  ready  for  use. 
the  two  crept  into  the  room  that  was  opened  to 
their  view. 

In  the  opposite  corner  was  huddled  a  little 
wizened  up.  old  man,  and  beside  him  crouched  a 
great,  ugly  bloodhound  wdiich  he  was  trying  to 
quiet. 

There1  was  something  very  quiet  and  pitiful  in 
the  old  man's  manner  as  he  looked  up  towards 
the  two  boys,  who  were  approaching  with  their 
revolvers  aimed  at  him. 

"Put  your  revolvers  down.  You  have 
queered  my  game.  I  give  up!"  he  said  as  he 
felt  the  cold  muzzle  pressed  against  his  forehead. 

There  was  something  so  familiar  in  that  voice, 
that  with  a  cry  of  terror.  Frank  leaned  down 
and  dragged  the  old  man  to  the  light. 

"Uncle  Ephraim!  is  it  you  ?  "  and  almost 
weeping  with  joy  he  clung  to  the  old  man  fer- 
vently. 

' '  It  certainly  is  I,  nephew !  My  death  was  all 
a  trick,  one  of  my  queer  whims,  and  if  you  had 
not  come  across  Nero  in  there,  none  would  have 
been  the  wiser  for  months  to  come.     Nero  is  a 
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faithful  dog.  In  fact,  he  is  too  faithful  to  stay 
away  from  his  old  master.  That  accounts  for  his 
sudden  appearance  here  to-night  and  his  natu- 
ral prejudice  against  all  strangers.  If  I  had  not 
given  myself  away,  he  might  have  killed  you. 
But,  my  boy,  I  am  satisfied  in  knowing  that  you 
cared  enough  for  your  old  uncle  to  heed  his  last 
words,  as  you  thought,  and  come  to  this  old 
place  to  dwell.  Ah,  my  boy,  I  shall  never  for- 
get it.  and  I  am  not  a  poor  man,  you  well  know. 
Sometime  I  will  explain  all,  but  just  now,  I 
would  care  more  for  a  good  breakfast  than  any- 
thing in  the  world.  Come  lad,  set  the  table  for 
your  old  uncle!  "  and  kind-hearted  Mr.  Curtis 
hobbled  to  the  dining  table. 


Athletics 


The  Football  Season  of  I008 

The  season  of  1908  opened  with  the  largest 
squad  at  practice  we  have  seen  for  a  number  of 
years.  Usually  a  large  number  comes  out  at  the 
beginning  and  after  a  few  days  of  hard  practice, 
only  the  members  of  the  first  team  remain.  This 
year  we  had  enough  players  at  practice  through- 
out the  season  for  a  good  second  team. 

We  were  unfortunate  in  having  to  lose  our 
captain's  playing  during  the  greater  part  of 
the  season.  But  his  work  in  keeping  the  team 
together  and  having  the  players  on  the  field  for 
practice,  must  not  be  overlooked ;  for  it  has  been 
due  to  his  care  and  work  that  the  team  has  had 
a  successful  season. 

Another  element  has  added  much  to  the  suc- 
cess of  the  team.    This  is  the  fact  that  old  High 
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Too  astonished  to  do  anything  but  obey, 
Frank  started  the  fire  in  the  stove.  Wondering 
all  the  while  if  he  was  still  dreaming,  he  brought 
out  the  food  and  placed  it  upon  the  table.  Then 
seeing  the  famished  look  in  the  old  man's  eyes 
and  the  fond  way  in  which  his  gaze  followed 
him  about  the  room.  Frank  crushed  down  the 
innumerable  questions  which  came  to  the  surface 
and  for  once  in  his  life  was  equal  to  the  occasion. 

With  a  grand  air  of  mock  pride,  he  knelt  be- 
fore his  uncle  and  exclaimed  in  a  ridiculous 
manner.  "Sir.  your  breakfast  is  served." 
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School  players  have  come  out  to  help  in  the 
coaching  and  in  the  development  of  the  team. 
This  must  be  kept  up  in  future  years  if  we  are 
to  have  strong  teams. 

The  fact  that  we  have  not  won  a  greater  per- 
centage of  the  games  has  been  due  to  the  meet- 
ing of  much  older  and  better  coached  teams 
and  teams  from  much  larger  schools.  In  these 
games  the  team  has  been  able  to  hold  the  op- 
posing teams  to  comparatively  small  scores.  We 
have  a  good  nucleus  for  our  season  of  1909  in  our 
second  team.  Thus,  even  though  we  won  only 
half  of  our  games,  we  ought  to  be  satisfied  with 
the  good  work  of  the  team  and  feel  confident  of 
having  a  good  team  for  the  season  of  1909. 

Quincy  High  School  Foot  ball  Score  1908. 

Quincy  5;     Bridgewater  0 
Quincy  0;    Everett  12 
Quincy  6;    Medford  0 
Quincy    22;      Watertown    8 
Quincy  5;    Salem  13 
Quincy  0;     Somerville  34 
Quincy  86;    Wellesley  0 
Quincy  0:      .Maiden    22 
Quincy   17  ;      Melrose  0 
Quincy  (! :      Brockton  b' 
Quincy  0;    Rindge  Manual  17 
Quincy  44;     Cambridge  Latin  0 
Quincy  <• :      Dorchester  10 
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Basket  Ball 


Season  of  1909 

The  prospects  for  another  successful  season 
in  this  popular  indoor  sport  are  unusually 
bright.  Unfortunately,  the  team  will  be  with- 
out the  valuable  services  of  Ralph  Marden,  who 
was  to  be  this  season's  leader.  Harold  Marsh, 
who  put  up  such  an  effective  game  at  guard  last 
year,  has  been  elected  captain  in  his  place.  Be- 
sides Marsh,  there  are  as  a  nucleus  for  another 
strong  team.  Howe,  last  year's  captain  and 
forward,  and  R.  Bates,  another  forward. 

From  the  second,  class,  and  room  teams  of  last 
year  there  are  many  promising  candidates 
available.  The  assurance  which  has  been  made 
so  often  that  not  one  of  the  regular  players  is 
at  any  time  absolutely  sure  of  his  position  on 
the  team,  has  done  much  to  arouse  a  lively  spir- 
it of  competition,  and  from  this  a  successful 
team  is  bound  to  result.  The  fellow  who  tries 
but  fails,  surely  deserves  more  credit  than  the 
one  who  is  afraid  to  make  any  effort  at  all. 

Through  the  wise  policy  adopted  last  year  in 
having  not  only  a  second  team,  but  class,  and 
even  room  teams,  the  candidates  this  season 
have  a  knowledge  of  the  game,  and  will  not 
retard  the  development  of  the  team.  The  latter 
will  be  trained  in  the  finer  points  of  the  game, 
the  rudiments  having  been  learned  last  year 
Thus  team  play,  which  was  the  only  weak  point 
of  last  year's  splendid  five,  will  be  perfected. 


The  policy  mentioned  above  played  an  im- 
portant part  in  the  success  of  the  foot-ball  eleven 
last  fall  and  is  bound  to  be  of  equal  value  to  the 
basket  ball  team.  In  addition  to  giving  every 
one  who  desires  to  participate  in  the  game  an 
opportunity  to  do  so,  it  arouses  a  keen  interest 
in  athletics,  and  provides  for  the  following  sea- 
son by  developing  and  bringing  to  light  future 
school  material. 

There  is  more  inclination  toward  training 
this  year  than  in  former  years.  The  probable 
adoption  of  a  few  training  rules  will  have  much 
to  do  with  the  carrying  through  of  a  successful 
season,  especially  in  such  a  strenuous  sport  as 
basket  ball. 

Here's  hoping  that  captain  Marsh's  team  will 
be  even  more  successful  than  the  splendid  team 
of  last  year,  which  so  fittingly  celebrated  the 
entry  of  Quincy  High  into  this  branch  of  sport. 


Schedule  of  Games 

January  8.  Reading  at  Quincy. 
January  13.  Milton  at  Quincy. 
January  15.  Brockton  at  Brockton. 
January  19.  Braintree  at  Quincy. 
January  21,  Rockridge  at  Weymouth. 
January  26,  Brockton  at  Quincy. 
January  29,  Winthrop  at  Quincy. 
February  2,  Rockland  at  Quincy. 
February  5.  open. 
February  9,  Reading  at  Reading. 
February  12.  open. 

February   16,   Winthrop   at   Winthrop. 
February  19.  Medford  at  Quincy. 
February  22.  Rindge  at  Quincy. 
February  26,  open. 

March     2.     Boston     college    preparatory    at 
Quincy. 

March  5,  Rockridge  at  Quincy. 
March  10.  Milton  at  Milton. 
March  12,  open. 
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Cross 

Country 

Running 


For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  Quincy 
High,  our  school  included  cross-country  running 
in  its  list  of  sports  last  fall.  Shortly  before  the 
close  of  the  football  season,  it  was  decided  to 


form  a  team  for  the  interscholastic  run. 

With  the  aid  of  Mr.  Hermann,  a  small  bu1  en- 
thusiastic squad  of  candidates  was  put  in  train- 
ing. Having  had  but  two  weeks'  preparation, 
a  team  was  sent  to  the  school-boy  run.  Consid- 
ering the  lack  of  training  and  inexperience  of 
its  members,  a  fairly  good  showing  was  made. 
every  man  finishing  in  good  condition. 

It  is  hoped  that  this  sport  will  not  be  neglect- 
ed in  the  future.  With  an  efficient  physical  di- 
rector as  a  guide,  cross-country  running  can  be 
carried  on  in  the  right  manner,  and  when  thus 
carried  on.  is  one  of  the  most  beneficial  of  all 
sports.  Next  year,  no  doubt,  an  early  start  will 
be  made,  and  with  sufficient  interest  in  the  sport, 
it  can  be  placed  on  a  firm  footing  in  the  school. 


Alumni   Notes 


Harvard  University 


To  the  Editor  of  the  Golden  Rod  : 

It  may  be  interesting  to  those  whose  inten- 
tion it  is  to  go  to  Harvard  College  to  hear  some- 
thing about  the  customs  and  conditions  at  the 
great  universit^y.  The  individual  responsibility, 
the  relations  of  the  students  with  members  of 
the  faculty,  the  college  spirit,  and  the  appar- 
ent improving  of  the  standard  of  scholarship 
are  a  few  things  which  should  be  mentioned. 

The  college  emphasizes  the  idea  of  individual 
responsibility  by  granting  great  freedom  to 
the  students.  Everyone  is  allowed  to  take  just 
those  courses  which  he  chooses  and  while  satis- 
factory progress  is  being  made  no  restriction 
is  put  on  cutting  studies,  for  each  man  is  sup- 
posed to  do  what  he  thinks  best  and  everyone 
is  put  on  his  honor.  That  this  plan  works  ef- 
fectively is  shown  by  the  comparatively  few 
breaches  of  conduct  by  Harvard  men. 

Outside  of  the  benefits  that  logically  result 
from  contact  in  class  rooms  with  the  able  men 
who  have  charge  of  the  various  courses,  there 
is  the  additional  benefit  of  becoming  personal- 
ly acquainted  with  them,  for  many  of  the  in- 
structors keep   their  rooms  open  evenings   for 


young  fellows  who  wish  to  visit  them.  Nor  do 
these  men  sit  around  and  talk  about  their  sever- 
al courses,  but  they  are  always  ready  to  talk 
about  football,  base  hall,  and  the  various  ac- 
tivities of  college  life. 

It  is  obvious  that  such  a  thing  as  college 
spirit  does  not  lend  itself  easily  to  description. 
One  has  to  become  part  of  the  institution  and 
attend  an  impromptu  gathering  after  a  Har- 
vard victory  or  have  the  good  fortune  to  dig  his 
heels  in  the  "Eli's  "  field  after  having  beaten 
them  4  to  0  before  it  can  be  comprehended. 

Altogether  there  seems  to  be  a  complete 
change  going  on  in  the  college.  Athletics  have 
been  reorganized  and  now  are  being  managed 
in  such  a  way  as  to  promise  some  continuity 
of  method.  The  indications  now  are  that  the 
lead  that  Harvard  obtained  over  Yale  in  ath- 
letics during  the  past  year  will  be  maintained. 
The  standard  of  scholarship  is  b  eing  raised,  for 
the  examinations,  both  for  the  obtaining  .if  a 
degree  and  for  admission  to  college,  are  beinc 
made  more  difficult.  The  subject  of  transcend- 
ing importance  at  Harvard  this  year,  however. 
is  the  resignation  of  President  Eliot  ami  the 
selection   of   a    new    president. 

WALTER  LACEY  'OS. 
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Yale    University 

Yale — this  is  a  large  problem  for  a  small  fel- 
low, like  myself,  to  handle. 

Yale  was  founded  in  1700  to  fit  men  for  state 
and  church,  but  it  broadened  out  with  the  times 
and  it  now  has  become  the  largest  University 
of  the  states. 

In  the  Sheffield  Scientific  School  Yale  has  one 
of  the  best  and  most  finely  equipped  technical 
schools  in  the  country. 

The  thing  that  Yale  is  noted  for,  is  its  spirit 
manifested  in  many  ways.  When  a  fellow  goes 
to  New  Haven,  he  is  taken  in  hand  and  made 
to  feel  at  home,  and  in  this  way  is  at  once  made 
one  of  the  crowd.  And  when  a  contest  takes 
place,  whether  it  be  on  field  or  in  hall,  this 
"Yale  spirit"  is  so  manifested  by  the  whole 
college  being  behind  its  team  that  often  an  in- 
ferior Yale  team  has  won  through  grit  and 
"  Yale  spirit." 

It  is  a  mistaken  impression  people  have  that 
Yale  is  an  athletic  college.  It  does  produce 
the  best  teams,  but  it  is  the  only  college  in  the 
country  that  does  not  allow  its  athletes  to  cut 
before  some  large  contest.  As  Tom  Shevlin 
says  "  Football  is  one  of  the  many  small  things 
which  Yale  excels  in,"  but  it  is  the  small  and 
large  things  which  produce  the  manhood  Yale 
endeavors  to  develop. 

WILLIAM  NOLAN  '08. 


Continuing  Their  Studies 

The  following- is  as  complete  a  list  as  we  can 
obtain  of  last  year's  pupils  who  are  now  con- 
tinuing their  studies  in  higher  institutions  of 
learning: 

1907 — Ruth  Bean.  Mass.  Normal  Art  School; 
Harold  Curtis,  Tufts  Dental ;  Stanley  Duncan, 
Tufts  Medical;  Mary  Agnes  Henchey,  Bridge- 
water  Normal;  Ethel  Humphrey.  Bridgewate 
Normal ;  Theodore  Marceau.  Mass.  Inst,  of 
Tech.;  Robinson  Murray.  Harvard;  Max  0. 
Pinkham,  Brown  University;  Elsie  Woll.  Mass. 
Normal  Art  School. 

1908— Alfred  J.  Barnard.  Oberlin  College: 
Angelo  P.  Bizzozero,  .Mass.  Inst,  of  Tech.:  Jen- 
nie Cummings,  Bridgewater  Normal:  Elizabeth 
Dnran.  Chandler  Shorthand  School;  Lucile 
Elwell,  Sargent  School  for  Physical  Education; 
Marion  Farwell.  Mt.  Holyoke  College;  Gladys 
Howe.  Chandler  Shorthand  School;  Ruth  Kemp, 
Bridgewater  Normal ;  Walter  H.  Lacey.  Har- 
vard ;  M.  Grace  Larkin,  Bridgewater  Normal ; 
Imogene  Livermore.  Tufts;  Katherine  Mc- 
Donald. Chandler  Shorthand  School;  William 
J.  Nolan.  Yale  Law  School;  Grace  C.  Parker, 
Boston  University;  Rosanna  Picard,  Miss 
Symond's  Kindergarten;  Jessie  Pratt,  Radcliffe 
College;  Stanley  Sherman,  Amherst  College; 
Roberta  Smith.  Bridgewater  Normal;  Caro 
Sumner.  Sargent  School  for  Physical  Educa- 
tion ;  Brewster  L.  Walker,  Mass.  Inst,  of  Tech. ; 
Blodwen  Walters,  Bridgewater  Normal;  Wil- 
liam Weeden.  Colby  College. 
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The   Classes 


There  is  a  room  called  twenty-eight, 
Beside  it  twenty-nine, 

Herein   the   Seniors  congregate 
In  a  sedate  and  solemn  line. 

And  further  down  tin1  em-rider. 
The  jolly  Juniors  throng. 
And  as  yon  pass  by  door  by  door. 
Yon  hear  their  laughs  and  song. 

Under  these  on  another  floor, 

Most  of  the  Sophomores  stay: 
Of  course  they're  some,  but  they  think  they're 
more, 

As  they   proudly   go  their  way. 

Then  last-not  least-is  Freshman   Row. 

Where  the  eager  Freshies  rush ; 
And  your  life's  of  little  worth  to  go 

And  plough  through  the  thick 'ning  crush. 

Kat/.e. 


I. 


Here's  to  our  glorious  '-lass  of  !!)()!)! 

This  is  surely  the  class  that  keeps  the  others  in 

the  line. 
Our  honor  pupils  are  not  few.  and  bright  ones 

by  the  score, 
Oh!     I  know  there  never  was  a    class    like    this 

before. 

II. 
Now  conduct  is  a  matter  which  tries  the  teachers 

most 
And  clearly  the  class  of  19'9  can  on  this  subject 

boast 
I'm  sure  when  Mr.  ('.  walks    in    rooms    twenty 

eighl   or  nine 
lie  always  finds  us  studious,  if  we  see  him  there 

in  time. 

111. 
We  are  proud  of  Quincy  High, 
The  dear  old  red  ami  blue. 
And  as  I  close  my  rhyme. 
Three  cheers  1  give  to  you 

M.   II.   L..    '(>!) 
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Wanted: — A   cure   for   stage   fright, 
used  in  Eng.  IV  classes. 


To  be 


Wanted: — Someone  to  construct  perfect  fig- 
ures for  Math.  III.  Mr.  S— d— 1— r  objects  that 
some  of  the  figures  which  have  been  put  on  the 
board,  are  not  good. 

A  momentous  question.  (Heard  in  Room  28) 
' '  Where 's  that ' Minna '  with  the  vocabulary  ? ' ' 
This  book,  the  only  one  with  a  vocabulary, 
forms  the  goal  of  an  interesting  race  on  the 
morning  of  every  translation  day.  The  strat- 
egy of  some  pupils  to  obtain  it.  is  worthy  of 
Sherlock  Holmes  himself. 

Miss  P — k — d.  (reading  and  translating) 
' '  Die  Lente  umarmen  sich !  The  people  unarm 
themselves." 

Miss  Birge — '"No,  they  embrace  each  other." 
Miss  P — k — d.    (innocently)       "What     does 
that  mean?" 

Mr.  H  has  found  out  that  a  circulating  li- 
brary has  been  started  in  Room  29.  Books  from 
this  collection  must  be  read  outside  of  school 
hours,  however. 


Poets  take  notice.    Wanted !  ! 
song. 


-A  new  school 


Teacher   (to  pupil     late  for     recitation)     — 

"Why  are  you  late?" 

Pupil  (walking  to  seat)— "Got  lost." 
Teacher. — "Report  at  the  office     and    don't 

get  lost." 

History  Teacher. — ' '  Who  was  one  of  the  early 
Greek  writers?" 

Bright  Pupil.— "Shakespeare." 

In  room  29.  a  few  weeks  ago,  lost  articles 
were  found  in  a     corner    desk.       Has    anyone 

missed  anything  ? 

Teacher. — "What  happened  at  Chicago?" 

Pupil. — "Lincoln  was  killed  there  in  a 
theatre." 

Teacher. — "Are  you  sure?"     • 

Pupil. — "Well,  it  was  either  there  or  in 
Philadelphia." 

A  translation  heard  in  a  French  class: — "A 
man  in  the  sleeves  of  his  shirt." 

Intelligent  Junior  (picking  up  a  "Caesar")  : 
"Oh,  say,  Latin  is  easy.  I  wish  I  had  taken  it. 
Look  here.  Forte  dux  .aro — forty  ducks  in  a 
row.  Passus  sum  jam — pass  us  some  jam.  Boni 
leges  Caesario — bony  legs  of  Caesar." — Ex. 


Compliments  of 

B.  H.  NERSES 

PHOTOGRAPHER 
for  the  Class  of  1 908 
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